"MABSE HENRY"

enterprise one Southern man was a match for six
Northern men.

On these points we had many contentions. When
the break came she went South with her family.
The last I saw of her was'crossing Long Bridge in
a lumbering family carriage waving a tiny Con-
federate flag.

Forty-five years intervened. I had heard of her
from time to time wandering aimlessly over Eu-
rope, but had not met her until the preceding winter
in a famous Southern homestead. There she led
me into a rose garden, and seated beneath its clust-
ered greeneries she said with an air of triumph,
"Now you see, my dear old friend, that I was right
and you were wrong all the time."

Startled, and altogether forgetful, I asked in
what way.

"Why," she answered, "at last the South is com-
ing to its own."

Still out of rapport with her thought I said some-
thing about the obliteration of sectionalism and the
arrival of political freedom and general prosperity.
She would none of this.

"I mean," she abruptly interposed, "that the son
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